



Loues Labour s 'lojii 

Peda. And ccrtes the text moft infallibly concludes it. Sir! 
doeinuite you too, you fliallnotfay roenayt paucaverba. 
Away, the gentles areat their game, and we will to our reerta. 
ation„ Exeunt. 

Enter Rcrorsnemth a Paper inkis hand } aloft? , 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Dear®, 

I am courfing my fielfe. 

They haue pitcht aToyle,i am toylingina pyteh, pitch that de- 
files ; defile a fouleword; Well, fee thee downc iorrow; forfo 
they fay the foolc faid, and lo fay I, and I the foolc : well proued 
wit. By the Lord this Loue is as mad as tMiax, it kils flicepe, it 
kills mee,j[ a lhecpiwcll proued againc aroy fide. I will not loue; 
if I dpe hangmee ; yfaith I willnot.O but her eye:by this light; 
but for her eye, I would not loue her ; yes, lor her two eyts. 
Well, I doe nothingin theworld butlyc,and lye in my throat:, 
By hcaupn I doc loue, and it hath taught roe to Rime, and to be 
mallichollie : and here is part of my Rime, and heere my mal- 
licholic. Well, Ihe hath one a’my Sonnets already theClowr.8 
boreit,t!ic foole fentit, and the Lady hath it : fweet Clowne, 
iweeter Foole, lweeteftLady, By the world, I would not care a 
pin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper,- 
God giue him grace to grone. 

He Hands afide • The King entreth. 

Kin. Aymcc! 

Ber. Shot by heaucmprocecde fweet fittpid , thou haft thumps . 
him with thy Birdboltvnderthe left pap sin faith fecrets. 

King. So fweet a kilTe the golden Sunne giues not, 

To rhofe frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe,' 

As thy eye bcames, when their frelh rayfc haue froot. 

The night of dew that on ray cheekes downc flowe^ 

Nor {bines the filucr Mooneone halfe fo brighr, 

Throughthe tranl’parantbofome of the deepe, 1 

Asdoththy face through tcares of mine giue light s 
Thoufiiin'ftin euery teare thatl doeweepe. 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee : 

So ridell thou triumphing in my woe. 

I*> but behold the tearcs that fwcil in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief: will fhow s 
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tones Labour s loji. 

But doe not loue thy felfe, then thou wilt keepe 

f, v tcares for glaffes.and (fill make me weepe. 

O Queene of Qttecnes,how farre doft thou excel!;. 

No thought can thinkc, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall Ihe know my griefcs? He drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues fhade folly. Who is he comes heer? 

Enter Longauile. The K ingfleps afide. 

Wha iLongauiU, and readings liften eare. - 
Ber. Now in thy likeneffc, one more foole appeare. 

Lena. Ay me, I am forfworne. 

Ber. Whv.hecomesin likea penure, wearing papers. 

Lo L I n'louel hope, fweet fcllowfliip inlhame. 

Ber One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am I the fir ft, that hauebcene periur’d fof 
Ber. 1 could put thee in comfort, not by two that I Know, , 
Thou makeft thetriuraphery, the corner cap ol focietie. 

The (hape of Loues Tiburne.that hangs vp fimplicitie. 

Lon \ feare thefcftubborn lines lack power to moue. - 
0 fweet Marta, Emprefle of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I reare, and writcin profe. 

Ber. O Rimes are gard son wanton Cupids heie. , 

Diftigure not his Shop. 

7 ThV fame (hall Poe* 


D id not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine eye, 

GainFiwhom the world cannot hold argument^, 
Perfwade my heart to thisfalfe perivrie ? 

ZJ owes for thee broke defer ties not punijhment * 

A woman I for [wore ft tit I will prone. 

Thou heinga Goddefte y Iforfwore not thee* . 

JMy vow was earthly , thou a heavenly Love . 

Thy grace bei vggaind, cures all difgrace in me * 
Vowes are but breath y and breath a vapour is* 

Then thoufaire Sun, which on my earth do eft fine ^ , 
Each al eft this vapo?+vow y tn thee it is z 
Jf broken, thi* it is no fault of mine • 

If by me broke, what foole is not fo wife 0 
Tulofe an o, itb , to. lfftna Paradifie ? . 
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